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O listen, nor reject In scorn

A heart by Kama's arrows torn.

If thou refuse to hear my prayer,

Of grief and coming woe beware ;

For the sad fate will fall on thee

Which came on hapless Urvasi

When with her foot she chanced to touch

Pururavas and sorrowed much.

My little finger raised In fight

Were more than match for Rama's might.

0  fairest, blithe and happy be

With him whom fortune sends to thee.'
Such were the words the giant said,
And Sita's angry eyes were red.
She answered In that lonely place,
The monarch of the giant race:

* Art thou the brother of the Lord
Of Gold, whom all the world adored,
And sprung the illustrious seed,
Wouldst now attempt this evil deed ?

1  tell thee, impious Monarch, all
The giants for thy sin will fall,
Whose reckless lord and king thou art,
With foolish mind and lawless heart.
Yea, one may hope to steal the wife
Of Indra and escape with life.

But he who Rama's dame would tear
From his loved side needs despair.
Yea, one may steal fair Sachi, dame
Of Him who shoots the thunder flame,
May live successfully in his aim,

And length of day may see;
But hope, O giant King, in vain,
Though cups of Amrit thou may drain,
To shun the penalty and pain

Of wronging one like me.s

The Raksha monarch, thus addressed,
His hands a while together pressed,